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my valise and spread it upon the flour-bags, as comfortable a
resting-place in that welcome warmth as ever I had known.

The pleasant, peaceful days of armistice came to a sudden
bitter end. Stern orders from the General Staff ended
"fraternization," and someone flung a bomb. The inferno
recommenced and new types of bombs, minnenwerfer, and
grenades nested themselves behind the breastwork, which
possessed no protection against the back blow of either these
missiles or that of shells. An operation, too, had been planned
to take place on our right flank at the La Bassee Canal. There
was no secrecy about it. Every peasant knew, and expected
therefrom immediate deliverance from the pestilential inter-
ference with ploughing immediately behind our breastworks.
One farmer at least, with complete
indifference to the quarrel, neither of
his seeking nor his making, would
walk the furrows stolidly for hours
behind a great white percheron as
stolid as himself. His fields were
never sown, but I think the Germans
showed his attractive target a most
kindly tolerance, though he had his
warnings, and eventually, despite
loud protestation, the old man was
removed by British authority.

Batmen differed from each other
in the exactness with which they
fulfilled their offices. Scarcely a man had been trained to
the duties of such service. All good fellows, my batmen in other
walks had been an insurance clerk, a foundry worker, a gas-
meter collector, and a silversmith ; and those four who succeeded
each other, and fell away through wounds, are back at their old
trades to-day, respectively in an office in Norwich, on Clydebank,
in the streets of Tottenham, and in a Birmingham factory. For
what qualities were they chosen ? I think, cheerfulness and an
unassuming friendliness which took complete possession of the
necessary, though often inconvenient, affairs of life. In such
things Peter's service was priceless. No matter at what hour I
would return to the cubby-hole for sleep, it was as dry and as
warm as human ingenuity could devise. Eggs and small com-
forts he conjured from behind the lines without any promptings
from me. He would drag the lice from a kilt by inserting in its

